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LITERATURE,

POERETILY.

(Written for_the Journal of Education.)
- THE FALLING LEAVES.
By Mzs. Lerronox.

Oh fading, fallen leaves,
Strewing each lonely forest dell,
Our crowded city pathg as well,
Thickly a3 gutumn sheaves.

Whilst rustling 'ncath my foet,

I think of ye in freshness greea,
In summer’s glorious satin sheen,
Giving shade—fragrance sweet.

When broke the summer dawn,

Whilst flooded in that rosy light,
Stndded with diamonad dew drops bright,
How fair to look upon!

Fair too at evening hour,

TWhen silver moonbaams flick'ring played,
Between, around, in light and shade,

A soft, translucent shower.

And, th, the long bright days,

W1 n hum of bee and bird’s sweet song
Trilted 'midst your shade, the whole day long,
Nature's sweet bymn of praise.

Recalling freshness fled,

And secing now how low ye lie,
Trampled in mire by passers-by,
I mourn your beauty dead.

And, vet, why should I grieve ?

Ye did your part, gave beauty — cheer —
Unto a season of the year,

And now fair life ye leave.

E'en so, let us not mourn,

When our life's changeful season past,
Shall come that sentence stern, at last,
 Dust to dust return.”

GROWING OLD.

Touch us, oh, Time! with light band as you pass,
Tempt us to think it & loving caress;

Tread on our hearls, too, with reverent care —
Crush not the flowers of life blooming there ;
Furrow our foreieads with care if you will,

But lct youth linger within our hearts still,

Mid dark tresses ave fibres of gray —
Silent reminders of life's fleeting day;
And when we turn to the shadowy past,
On its bright altars Iay ashes and dust;
Al its fair idols are marked with decay —
All its sweet pictures are faded away.

Sadly ye look for the friends of the past—

They of stronyg heart and the beautiful trust;
Sorae we find sleeping beneath sealptured stone;
Some toiling wearily onward alone;

Some thro’ ambition grown heartless and cold,
Bat onc and all, save thedead, growing old.,

Oft we grow weary in watching in vain

Q'er hopes that always but shadows remain ;
Weary of counting the jors that have died;
Weary of leaving bright visions aside;
Weary of taking but dross for pure gold ;
Weary, so weary, of hearts growing old.

Ghase from us, Time, all shadowy fears;

Lift from our lives the slow burden of years;
Shadow our forcheads and silver our hair,

But oh, shicld our hicasts from the furtows of care.
Let not the heart eer grow sclfish or cold,

And we shall no longer fear to grow old,



